THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

reflection of yellow light on frames and glass, thought
of Lady Macbeth's candle, and then blew the light out.
Momentarily I was aware that the moon was up, and
that shadows of diamond panes and leaves from the
casement were silhouetted on the wall to my left. Then
a great billow of sleep came over me and I did not
even dream.
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